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Soon it will be spring. Out of

This huge magazine of flowers, the earth

We will enchant the houses with roses,

The girls with flowers in their teeth,

The olive full of charm: and all of it

Given. Can one say that

Any response is enough from those

Who have a woman, and an island and a tree ?

I know only that this time

More than ever we must bless

And pity the darling dead: the women

Winding up their hair into sea-shells,

The faces of meek men like dials,

The great overture of the dead playing,

Calling all lovers everywhere in all stations

Who lie on the circumference of ungiven kisses.

Exhausted rivers ending in the sand.

Windmills of the old world winding

And unwinding in musical valleys your arms.

The contemptible vessel of the body lies

Lightly in its muscles like a vine:

Covered with nerves: and like an oil expressed

From the black olive between rocks,

Memory lulls and bathes in its dear reflections.

Now the blue lantern of the night
Moves on the dark in its context of stars.
O my friend, history with all her compromises
Cannot disturb the circuit made by this
Alone in the house, a single candle burning
Upon a table in the whole of Greece*

Your letter of the 4th was no surprise.

So Tonio has gone ? He will have need of us.